DISSOLVING    VIEWS

renewed dressing every day for a fortnight, I went
about my business as usual. On my return after those
thirteen years to the dark backward of that time, I
found my former position on Chocolate Hill almost
unaltered, though the trenches were crumbling and
overgrown. No traces of my blood were visible!

Let us omit the next three years of the war, crowded
though they were with visions of a dark backward to
which time was adding the varied scenes actually
passing before me. Let us omit Mityleni, haunted by
Sappho, who lives immortalized by two pages of
scattered fragments of verse ; and omit Salonika,
where one could meet the shade of Alexander, and of
Roman legions tramping the great road to Constanti-
nople, and of insignificant St. Paul evolving doctrinal
Christianity, and of the builders who designed the
three Byzantine churches, and of devastating Turks
half paralysing the beautiful city as certain wasps
half paralyse a caterpillar so that their grubs may
devour it at leisure. Let us omit Egypt, too, the long
and narrow coffin of immemorial death* Thickly
crowded with visions of the past and of the passing
present were all those scenes that I beheld during the
years of the war. But let us go back again to the
familiar land of France.

In old days, moving along the solid ground, I
always found a peculiar <charm in that customary
journey from Calais or Boulogne to Paris. No
matter how often I had passed that way> every French
station, every village, every farm, almost every house
was a new delight. So was that watery region full of
deep ponds fringed with sedge and brown willow
wands, among which fishers sat contentedly all day
long watching their floats in vain. But the chief delight
was to look out for the approach to Abbeville, to
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